With solitude, shadow, and sound of closing doors,
So that our lips might meet and our beings mingle,
While mine drank deep of the essence, beloved, of

yours

Passing Mendicant

Out of the joy of your marriage feast,

Oh, brothers, be good to me..
The way is long and the Shrine is far,

Where my weary feet would be.

And feasting is always somewhat sad

To those outside the door-
Still; Love is only a dream, and Life

Itself is hardly morel